Tell me

Tell me as an observer so as not to effect you now

Tell me

Were you in pain when you died?

- MC900ft Jesus

 Talking To The Spirits


Drying leaves clustered in the stairs' corners; the rains having subsided for now. Even though the sun was obstructed not a bit it was never warm and embracing anymore. Sweetness in tea never sugary. Kindness in words ever misplaced of target. Her tiny feet skipped up and down the steps just as nimbly as they ever did, shoe buckles glinting and clack clack clacking. The adults she never recognized - never saw more than once - never admonishing the happy dances she was getting so adept at. A stage beckoned her from a theatre at a city's noisy heart. Dress never dirty, hunger never intruding, only the time to play, although by herself - always. No one had ever understood her movements anyway. Now they were reaching perfection. Soon, she would be the talk of variety papers. 


Wind. Brown, crumbling leaves shifting listlessly. Motorcar engines in the distance, intertwined with birdsong. Never the same adults more than once. Always paying attention to something or someone else. So serious, the looks on their faces. Fearful, most. Adults were such unnecessarily preoccupied things. Religious collars and candles and repetitious chanting prayers. So serious. 


My greatest wish to never be like that, she thought, for the millionth time....